I am the graceful man 


in line as the cashier 
cannot deal 


with crazy fud ahead, bear- 
ing coupons and conundrums, 


SO must page an overling, 
usually by code: I gotta 


ninety four on seven! 
Honcho finally arrives, 


wiping food remnants off 
its mouth, and must attend 
the babble entire. Others 


in other lines speed jocundly 
ahead...oh well, you know. 


Turn to the person behind. 
"Don't ever get in a line 
with me," I admonish, "all 


the world’s problems fall." 
Oh no! she says, it's me! 


Get in a line with me 
and prepare to spend eternity. 


At any rate, this way station 
of Capitalism, like its more regal 
alcazars, is another cramp in the balls. 


